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Compaſſion proper to mankind appears, 
Which nature witneſs'd when ſhe lent us tears; 
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Who can all ſenſe of others ills eſcape 
Is but a brute at beſt i in Human 5 
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For life can never be ES, bleſs d. 
Heay'n puniſhes the bad and proves the beſt 
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AS Mr. STERN E's affecting Stary of LE Fzvar ba 


been ſo much admired by the ſentimental part of the lite. 
rary world, I hope I ſhall not give offence in taking the 
liberty to vary its garb, by putting it into verſe, How far 


I have ſucceeded in the attempt, I muſt leave to the opi- 


nion of my readers, As I am not ſo vain as to imagine I 
could give it any additional beauties, I ſhall think myſelf 
very happy if I have not deprived it of its . ones. 


The breath is ſhort, the taper's ſpent, 
And this is his laſt blaze, xx. 


Tur STORY or LE FEVRE, 


"I was in that ſummer when our bes allies 
With Dendermond increas'd their victories, 
My uncle Toby with the news inſpir d, 
From the ud buſtle of the town retir d, 

* Decamp'd 
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Decamp'd in private from his houſe and friends 


The faithful Corp'ral on his ſteps attends, 
By whoſe aſſiſtance daily he diſplay'd 

His {kill in ſieges, batt'ry and blockade. 
g Thus on his darling theme the day _— d, 
| The night: $ repaſt he quietly enjoy'd. 
| Some new manceuvres forming 1 in his mind, 
Trim, at reſpectful diſtance, ſat behind: 

For in compaſſion to his wounded knee, 
Which often pain'd him to a great degree, 


His maſter ne'er would ſuffer him to ſtand, 


Tho' ſometimes Trim neglected that command, 


The only one he ever did neglect, 

In conſequence of that profound reſpe&, 
Which to expreſs was ſtill his chiefeſt care; 
But this you ſay—is neither here nor there. 
Tis very true—why do I tell it then? 

Dear gentle reader you muſt aſk my pen. 
Guided by that, I have no other plea; | 


I cannot govern that which governs me. 


But 
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Bor to my ſtory—where did I begin? 
Juſt as the landlord of a little inn x 
Enter'd the Major's parlour, to requeſt 
A glaſs of ſack to comfort a ſick gueſt ; 
I think he's of the Army—ſaid the hoſt; 
It is not longer than four days at moſt, 
Since to my houſe he came, but much ] doubt 
He'll never go from thence, till carried out, 
In all that time he's hardly taſted food 
Till now, he thinks ſome wine would do him good. 
Poor Gentleman—I was ; reſolved to try, 
For could I neither borrow beg or buy, 
I do declare—fo much for him 1 feel, 
I ſhou'd almoſt be tempted—even to ſteal. 
He thinks tyou'd comfort him—1 hope it will, 


We er all concern d for him he is ſo ill. 


Thou art an honeſt ſoul, my uncle ſaid, 


And thy good nature ſhall be well repaid. 


Tis pity ſuch as thee ſhould want for wealth, 


Come fill a glaſs—to drink the poor man's health ; 
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And take two bottles of it in your hand 
Tell him a dozen are at his command. 
If it will do him good, as many more. 
Trim, ſaid my uncle—as he ſhut the door, 
I'll tell thee what I think. Although 'tis plain 


This landlord is a very feeling man, 


Yet I am well convinc'd that this his gueſt 
Muſt be of ſome rare qualities poſſeſt, 
That in ſo ſhort a ſpace as a few days, 


Could ſo much pity in his boſom raiſe. 


Aye—and gf all his family, ſaid Trim, 


He ſaid; that they were all concern'd for him. 
Do aſk kim, Trim, whether he knows his name? 
Back to the parlour here the landlord came : 
Why truly, Sir, I have forgot it quite, 

But I can aſk his ſon again to-night. | 

Has he a ſon, then—yes, a little lad 3 


But he, poor creature, is almoſt as bad. 


Both night and day he ſo laments and weeps, 


I think he ſcarcely either eats or ſleeps. 
| For 


RR 
For two days paſt he has hardly rais d his head, 


Nor ever tir'd a moment from the bed. 


Poor thing, I'm almoſt fearful for his liſe, 


My uncle Toby here laid down his knife, 


Thruſt back his plate the Corp'ral did not ſtay 


For more commands, but took the things away. 


STAy here a litde—in the room to-night, 
The Major ſaid, then took his pipe to light, 
Smoak'd a few whiffs, and call'd his man again 
Who bow'd, and bod in ſilence ſtill nat 
Corp'ral, he ſaid—the Corp'ral turn'd about ; 
He ſaid no more, but ſmoak d his pipe quite out. 


Talu, I have got a project in my head, 


To put in practice e'er I go to bed; 


Ill wrap me up as warmly as I can, 


And pay a viſit to the poor ſick man. 


But as the night is rather cold and wet, 


My ſcarlet roquelaure I'd have you get. 
Indeed, 
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Indeed, ſaid Trim, I think it would be wrong, 


Your roquelaure has not been worn ſo long; 
I fear you'd almoſt get your death of cold ; 
Your honour will excuſe my being ſo bold. 
To offer my advice. Trim you are right, 
The Major ſaid, I will not go to-night, 

But yet I know not how to go to reſt. 

I fear this gentleman muſt be diſtreſt ; 

I wiſh ſincerely that J had not known 

So much of him and the poor boy his ſon, 
Unleſs I could know more—how muſt it be, 
An vleaſe you, fir, ſaid Trim, kein to me. 
TI try to get acquainted with his man, 
And bring your honour all the news I can. 


Right, ſaid my uncle, that perhaps will do; 
x 


Here take a ſhilling trim before you go 


To drink with him, you'll get to know the more, 


Ill know it all ſaid Trim—and ſhut the door. 


THe 


[oa | 
Tur major now began, but all in vain, 
To plan ſome bus'nels for the next campaign, 
The landlord's ſtory fo engroſſed his thought, 
Even Dandermond itſelf was quite forgot; 
He ſtarted from his chair and walk'd about, 


Then fill d a ſecond pipe and ſmoaked it out. 


I thought my errand would have been in vain, 
The Corp'ral ſaid—as he came in again: 
I fear'd your honour's patience would be tir'd, 
E'er I could get to know what you defir'd 
About the ſick Lieutenant and his Son: 
Poor gentleman, his journey's almoſt done. 
He's of the Army, then, what corps I pray 7 
The Major ſaid, Sir, if you'll pleaſe to ſtay, 
I'll tell you all the ſtory by degrees. 
Then Trim fit down, and tell it at your caſe ; 
I'll ſmoak another pipe while you go on, 
And will not interrupt you till you've done. 


Trim 
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Trim made his bow, as uſunl while he ſtood, 2 


Which meant to ſay, your honour's very good, | 


Then took his ſtation in the window-ſeat, 


The affecting tale in order to repeat. 


An pleaſe your honour, when I firſt began 


I aſk'd to fpeak with the Lieutenant's man; 


Of whom I could enquire without reſtraint 

All that was proper to enquire I meant. 
Right, ſaid the Major, that diſtinction's juſt, 
No faithful ſervant will betray his truſt. 


They ſaid he brought no ſervant of his own, 
But came with hired horſes to the town, 
Which he diſcharg d again, The ſecond day, 


Not being able to purſue his way 
When he gets well, ſaid I, then his deſign 
Is, 1 ſuppoſe, che Army to rejoin. 


Alas —replied the landlady to me, 


I'm very certain that will never be. 


In 


And ſaid, I think his honour won't object 


The name of ſoldier quite o'erpow'r'd the ſon, 


Poor youth, my uncle ſaid, I pity him, 


He has been bred up in the army, Trim 
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In ſuch a caſe I ſeldom reckon wrong, 1 


| Beſides, I heard the death- watch all night long; 


And if he dies—'twill be a heavy ſtroke 

To the poor youth, whoſe heart is almoſt broks, 
Juſt then he enter'd, to prepare a toaſt, 
(He is not older than twelve years at moſt) 
Riſing and drawing him a chair I ſaid, 

Permit me if you pleaſe to toaſt the bread, 
You're very kind, but I believe, ſaid he, 
"Twill pleaſe my father beſt, if done by me, 

I took the fork, ſaid Trim, with much reſpect, 


By an old ſoldier's hand to have it done. 
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Fager he preſs'd my hand, but could not ſpeak, 
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A flood of tears roll'd down his youthful cheek, 


The name of ſoldier ſqunded in his eap 


Like a friend's name; I wiſh we had him here, 
GC "08 


In the moſt tireſome march I ever had, 


Nor yet for food—as now I had to weep. 


He made a bow, ſaid Trim, before he went, 


41 
Ir you'll believe me, Sir, the Corp'ral ſaid, 


I never felt ſuch great defire for fleep, 


An pleaſe your honour, what could be the cauſe ? 
My. uncle rub'd his eyes, and made a pauſe— 
Why nothing, Trim, but that thou really art 
An honeſt fellow with a feeling heart. 


Tux Corp'ral made his bow and thus went on, 
I thought it proper when the toaſt was done 


To let him know by whoſe command I came 


And ſaid, that though a ſtranger to his name 
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Your honour beg'd he might be well ſupply d 
With all your houſe and cellar could provide. 
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You might, my uncle ſaid, and wip'd his eyes, 
You might have offered him my purſe likewiſe, 


Which! ſuppoſe was to your honour meant; 
But 
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But did not ſpeak at all, his heart-was fall, 


And fo was mine—to ſee him look ſo dull. 


hope, faid I, e er many days are o er, 


It will pleaſe Heaven your father to reſtore. | 


Cross by the Weben * held our chat, 


Where Mr. Yorick's curate imoaking ſat, 


But did not ſpeak a word, or good or bad 


By way of comfort to the weeping lad. 


I'm ſure I think * twas very wrong in him, 


Indeed, my uncle ſaid, I chink ſo Trim. 


| After he'd had the wine and toaſt we heard 


The poor Lieutenant was a little cheer'd, 


And wot a meſſage down to let me know 

That in ten minutes, if I did not go 

He ſhould be glad if I would ftep up ſtairs. 

I think (the landlord ſaid) he is going to prayers, 
I ſaw the book, and as I ſhut the door 


His ſon was kneeling down upon the floor, 
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Way Mr. Trim, I thought, the curate ſaid, 


You Army gentlemen had never pray'd. 


He pray'd laſt night, and moſt devoutly too ; 
Replied the hoſteſs, that I'm ſure is true. 
Indeed, ſaid I, your Reverence is not right, 
For when a ſoldier is engaged to fight : 
For King and Country, Life and Honour too, 
With Death each moment ſtalking in his view, 


In ſuch a caſe, I dare be bold to ſay, 


1 know of none has greater cauſe to pray: 


But when he is drove about from town to town, 


In dang'rous marches haraſs'd up and down, 
Reſting upon his arms the livelong night, 
The next beat up before the morning light; 
Standing In water up above his knees, 
Detach'd bout without a moment's eaſe, 
Benumn'd with cold, his feeling almoſt gone, 
Without a bit of ſtraw to kneel upon. 

An pleaſe your reverence he is but a man, 


And muſt pray when, and where, and how he can. 
Soldiers 
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Soldiers, 1 dare believe, as oft are ſeen 


At prayers as churchmen by their choice I mean, 


Though not with ſuch hypocriſy and fuſs, 
Which only makes their faults appear the worſe: 
There's no religion in ſo much parade; 

Hold, ſaid the Major, that was harſhly ſaid; 


Believe me Trim, that ſpeech was wrong in you, 


| 
God only knoweth ho is falſe or true. 


But when the laſt and great account ſhall come, 
And all Mankind eswe tbe final doom, 
Then, Trim, and not till then, it will appear 
Whoſe actions were from vice and error clear. 
That Power ſupreme, who judges by the heart, 
Pays no diſtinction to the outer part: 

He is ſo good, fo merciful—and juſt 

To all who put in him their hope and truſt, 
Depend upon it, he will then beſtow 


A juſt reward for what we've done below. 


And reſt afſur'd thoſe have no cauſe of fea 
Who ſtrialy ſhall perform their duty here, - 


Whether in red or black they may appear. 
This 
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But more of this hereaſter come proceed. 


Said Trim, I went up ſtairs, as he deſir'd. = - 


if you are Captain Shandy's man, he ſaid, 


My grateful thanks are to your maſter due: 


| And ſerved with himin Flandersthree Campaigns ; 


40 3 | 
This promiſe, by our heavenly father made 
In various parts of ſcripture is diſplay'd, | 3 


Which for our comfort we ſhould often read ; 


Wu I was ſure the time was quite expir'd 


Poor gentleman, he lay upon the bed 99 — 
His arm ſcarce able to ſupport his head : 


The other hand was on the prayer book laid. 


My little boy, fir, he muſt thank him too 
For his obliging .courteſy to me. 

But if I may preſume to make ſo free, 

Was he of Levens's? J ſaid you were; 

Then, reply'd he, 1 think I knew him there: 


J too am of that company's remains, 


My 


E 
My name Le Fevre but he knows me not; 
My ſtory too perhaps he has forgot. 
Tell him, I was the Officer whoſe wife 
Was by a muſket ſhot depriv'd of life, 
As in my arms ſhe lay, within my tent. 
I ſaid I well rememher'd that event. 
Do you indeed ? he anſwer'd with a ſigh, 
If you remember it, then well may I. 
| He wip'd his eyes ; then gently drew a ring 
Hung next his boſom by a little ftring ; 
Kiſt it and call'd his ſon, who eager flew 
Acroſs the room, knelt down and kiſ it too, 
Then kiſt his father's hand, and having ſhed 


A flood of tears, ſat down upon the bed. 


My. Uncle ſhook his head, and ſighing deep, 
J wiſh, he ſaid, I wiſh I was afleep. 


Your honour is too much concern'd I think, 


The Corp'ral ſaid, will you not pleaſe to drink? 


o 


Let 


1 
Let me pour out ſome ſack you muſt be dry. 7 | 


Do Trim, he anſwer'd, with another figh. 
Le Fevre's ſtory I remember well, 


And for ſome reaſon, what I cannot tell, 
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By the whole corps it was with pity heard, 
But virtue, Trim, will ever be rever'd. : . 
Come end the ſtory that you are upon; 5 


Sir, quoth the Corp' ral, tis already done. 


1 could no longer ſtay, ſo bade good night, 
While young Le Fevre follow'd with a light 
To ſee me down the ſtairs; and as we went, 
He ſaid their journey was to Flanders bent 
To join the Army—but of that no more; 


Poor gentleman, his laſt day's march 1s o'er., 


Wa Alas! my uncle ſaid, when he is gone, 


in What will become of the poor boy his ſon ? 
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1 HERE, to the Mayor's honour be it ſaid, 


bn Tho! all the day he had his (kill diſplay d 
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In taking „e by a ſurpriſe, 

And joining in the ſiege, with the allies, 
Who carried on the work, with ſo much heat, 
That ſcarcely had allow'd him time to eat. 

But ſince the affecting ſtory Trim had brought, 
The 8 was wholly baniſh' 4 from his thought. 
9 He gave up Dendermond, juſt as it ſtood, 
To be reliev'd or notas France thought good, 
And turn d his thoughts on what could beſt be done 


To help the poor lieutenant and his ſon. 


Tuar gracious being, to the poor a. friend, 


Shall awply recompence thee in the end, 


You left this matter ſhort my uncle ſaid, 
As Trim was waiting to prepare the bed. 
” poor Lieutenant's pay, all he can do, 
Is a ſmall pittance, to provide 61 two: 


Sickneſs and travelling muſt make it worſe, 


You therefore ſhould have offer'd him my purſe, 
9 D Fou 
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You know I ſet ſo little ſtore by pelf, 
He'd be as welcome to it as myſelf. 
That * ſaid Trim, I'm ſure is very true, 
But I receiv'd no ſuch command from you. 
There Trim, 1 find, you'don't diſtinguiſh right, 
Nor lee this matter in a proper light, 
Tho' as a a ſoldjer you might right proceed, 


Yet, as a man—'twas very wrong indeed. 


 Anotazx reaſon I ſhall now produce, 
For which, perhaps, you'll plead the ſame excuſe. 
As true benevolence lies not 1n words, 
When you had offer d, what my houſe affords 
Lou ſhould have offer'd an aſylum too, 
As a fick brother ſoldier, 'tis his due. 
Beſides, if we could have him with us here, 
We ſhould reſtore him quite I do not fear: 
You'r a good nurſe yourſelf, J know you are, 
And what with yours and the old woman's care, 


With 
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With the aſſiſtance of his boy and me, 
You know not how ſucceſsful we may be 
To ſet him once more on his legs again, 
And make him fit to march the next campaign. 
Alas, quoth Trim, he cannot march at all : ; 
Fear not my Uncle ſaid, he muſt, he ſhall. 
Why bleſs me, ſir, he cannot even ſtand; 
Then, Trim, we muſt beſtow a helping hand. 
Indeed, your honour it will be in vain, 
He never in this world—will march again; 


He's gone too for human pow'r, to ſave, 


Nor ere will travel more, but to the grave. 


Take courage man, perhaps the vorſt is paſt; 


We will ſupport him—he will drop at laſt. 


We two muſt bear him up—at leaſt we'll try ; 


he ſhall not die. 


The Major ſaid- by G 


Tu accuſing ſpirit, here feluctant ſoar'd 
To Heaven's bright chanc'ry with the offending 


word: 
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But doubting, if to deem the oath a ſin, 


f Bluſh'd as he gave the accuſation in; 

| While that angelic being, who's aſſign'd | 

1 record the various actions of mankind, 

|: Scarce let the ſentence from his pen appear, 1 


Blotting it out forever with a tear. 
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|} ArrER a moment's pauſe, my uncle cried, 
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To morrow morning Trim do you provide 1 


A good phyſician for the poor ſick man, . 
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And then we'll execute our little plan. 


I hope it will ſucceed; I hope ſo too 


5 Said Trim, then bowing, for the night withdrew. 


Tux ſun next morn with cheerful luſtre ſhone 


To all but poor Le Fevre and his ſon ; 


5 The hand of Death preſs'd heavy on his heart, 
And life's clog'd wheels could ſcarce perform their 


1 part. 


Long ere his uſual time the Major roſe, 


. The laſt night's tale had ſhortened his repoſe. 
[| Benevolent of heart he ever ſtrove 
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And if he could do ought to give him eaſe: 


Well get a doctor, Trim ſhall be your nurſe; 


[nas #1 


To ſooth the ſorrows he could not remove. 


The pleaſing taſk impatient to begin, 
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With cager ſteps he haſtened to the inn. 
Sweet conſolation, ready to beſtow, 
Approach'd the chamber of pathetic woe. 
But at late alas the kind intent, 
For poor Le Fevre's life is almoſt ſpent. 


My uncle croſt the room with gentle tread, 
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Then took a chair and plac'd it near the bed; 


| 
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Drew back the curtain with the eaſy air 
Of an old friend, and brother of the war; 
Aſk'd how he reſted, what was his diſeaſe, 


{ 


Nor waiting a reply, repeated o'er 


The little plan laid down the night before. 


Cheer up, he ſaid, you ſhall command my purſe, 


Yourſelf and fon, ſhall now go home with me, 


And I Le Fevre will your ſervant be. 


THERE 
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Tuxxx was in all my uncle's looks and mien, 


% 


That eaſy frankneſs ever to be ſeen, 


That pleaſing freedom unadorn'd by art, 


Which ſpoke at once the goodneſs of his heart, 


That true benevolence of ſoul diſplay'd, 
Which bid the afflicted fly to him for aid, 
Nor fear repulſe their feelings to annoy, 


Such was the effect on poor Le Fevre's boy, 


Who, drown'd in tears was kneeling by the bed, 


Cheer'd by my uncle's voice he rais'd his head, 


The friendly offer on his fire beſtow'd; 


His little heart with gratitude o'erflow'd ; 
Wiſhful he look'd, embolden'd by degrees, 


Gently drew near and claſp'd my uncle's knees. 


LE FEVRE'Ss blood, which now from ev'ry part 


Retreated to its citadel the heart ; 

Here rallied back, while ſtruggling nature tries 

To ſpeak a father's feelings in his eyes. a 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe eyes which now were doom'd to look their 
_ laſt, | 
Up to my uncle's face he wiſhful caſt, 


As if to aſk protection for his ſon : 

Nature then ebb'd again—her work was done; 

The pulſe throb'd—ſtop'd—then flutter d as be- 
fore, | 


Then ſtop'd—what ſhall I ſay—to beat no more. 


My unclerais'd the youth whom ſorrow drown'd, 


Both follow'd the Lieutenant to the ground; 


And as a friendly tribute to the brave, 


The Major dropt a tear upon his grave; 


The laſt ſad duty to the father done, 


His only care was to protect the ſon ; 


Affur'd he ſhould no interruption find, 
As poor Le Fevre left no wealth behind. 
When all was ſettl'd, what remain'd to hoard 


Was but a military coat and ſword ; 


The coat my uncle bid the Corp'ral take, 


And wear it for the poor Licutenant's ſake ; 


Then 
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Then took the ſword, and with an earneſt look 


He drew it from the ſcabbard as he ſpoke ; 
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And this, Le F evre, my dear boy ſaid he, 
Is all that Fortune has bequeath'd to thee. 


But if kind Heaven has bleſt thee with a heart 


To at thro' life an honourable part, 


To draw this ſ\word—not for a vain applauſe 


But in religion's and your country's cauſe ; 


To right the injur'd and aſſiſt the poor; 


That is enough, dear boy, I aſk no more. 
| My uncle, prompted by a feeling heart, 


Prepar'd to ac the true paternal part; 


Gave him inſtructions on his fav'rite plan, 
And form'd the hero in the dane man; 
Each moral duty on his mind impreſt, 
But one injundtion far above the reſt, 
That truth ſhould all his thoughts and actions rule. 
Thus form'd he ſent him to a public ſchool, 
Where he continued lt the loud alarms, 
Which fill'd all Europe of the Emperor's arms 

a | Pre- 
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Prepar'd againſt the Turks, his thoughts inſpir'd, 


And his young heart with martial ardor fir'd, 


He left his ſtudies and a calm retreat, 


And threw himſelf at his proteQr's feet, 


His kind permiſſion eager to obtain, 
To try his fortune in the next campaign, 
Under the brave Eugene. Rous'd by that ſound 


My uncle twice forgot his former wound, 


And twice he ſaid I'll be myſelf your guide, 


And thou ſhalt fight, Le Fevre, by my ſide; 
Then recollecting his unhappy ſtate, 


| Hung down his head and ſilent mourn'd his fate. 


Le Fevre having gained his free conſent, 


In preparation ſome few weeks was ſpent 


To equip the youth for ſearch of future fame. 


At length the hour of his departure came, 
The Major then preſented to his hand 


His father's ſword, which Trim by his command 


Had brightened up—if you expect applauſe 


Ule it, he ſaid, in no ignoble cauſe, 
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It will not fail thee. If thou'rt brave but ſtay 


Muſing awhile he ſaid - but fortune may, 
And if ſhe does come back again to me, 

My houſe ſhall ever your aſylum be; 
And then we'll ſhape thee out ſms other courſe, 


True virtue cannot want for a reſource. 


Tux greateſt injury in Fortune's ſtore 
Could not have touch d the young Le Fevre more 
Than ſo much kindneſs from my uncle ſhewn. 
He left him as the moſt obedient ſon 
Would from the moſt indulgent father part; 
So grateful were the feelings of his heart, 
Each dropt a tear, prepar'd to bid adieu; 
Juſt then the Major from his pocket drew 
A purſe of gold in which there was contain'd 
His mother's ring, and ſlipt it in his hand; 


Pray'd God to bleſs him, took a laſt embrace. 


With tearful eyes Le Fevre left the ace; 
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But hopes of ſame his ſpirits ſoon reviv'd, 
At the Imperial army he arriv'd 
In time to try of what his ſword was made 
Juſt at the Turks defeat, before Belgrade; 
But from that moment fortune turn'd aſide, 
Nor longer deigned his youthful ſteps to guide. 
A conſtant train of undeſerved ill | 
Which ever way he turn'd purſu'd him Nil 
Without ceſſation, for four years or more, 
Which with a manly fortitude he bore 
Each freſh attack, Nill patient to endure, 
Nor murmur'd at the ills he could not cure. 
At laſt a fatal ſtroke his ſtrength aſſails, 
A fit of ſickneſs ſeized him at Marſeilles, 
From whence he wrote my uncle Toby word, 
He'd loſt his time, his health, all but his ſword, 
And waited for a ſhip to croſs the ſeas, 
Once more to claſp his benefaQor's knees, 


Would gracious Heaven his former health reſtore, 


And guide him ſafe to Britain's happy ſhore. 
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